THE   GARDEN   OF   EUROPE
town of Santarem, and from Leiria by the coast through Batalha,
Aljubarotta, Alcobaca, Caldas da Rainha, the walled city of
Obidos, and the Lines of Torres Vedras.
Tomar is a clean little town with cobbled streets and a number
of medieval churches. Near it the Zezere, a tributary of the Tagus
rich in water power, bursts from a cluster of pine-covered hills
and ravines and joins the parent river. Above it stands the great
convent home of the old Portuguese Templars, one of the great
military orders which took an active part in the defence and re-
settlement of Portugal in the twelfth century. At Batalha, on
the coast road, in a hollow of dark hills, is the great abbey built to
commemorate the victor}* of Aljubarotta. There 300 English
bowmen, fighting four-square, helped 11,000 Portuguese under
King John the First and the Holy Constable, Nun' Alvares, to
annihilate a great Spanish army 30,000 strong. The tombs of
King John, his English wife, Philippa, and their sons, among them
Prince Henry, are all at Batalha. It is an easy matter, of course,
to drive from Leiria to Batalha and to the famous Cistercian Abbey
at Alcobaca lying to the south, but it is better to go on foot and retain
the memory of a grand tramp through unspoiled country. At
Alcobaca King Pedro and Queen Inez are buried feet to feet so
that they may see each other at once, says legend, as they rise
from the dead on the Day of Judgment.
Obidos is quickly reached. To the right of it, on the sea side,
are dunes and seemingly unending beaches of fine white sand
peopled by primitive fishermen of pure Phoenician stock. There
follow the Lines and then the road begins to dip to Mafra and
Sintra. Belem is now a part of Lisbon. The Estorils can be
reached by Metro. Behind them, stretching to Sintra, is rolling
moorland flowered in spring by gorse and iris. On this moor
are little one-storeyed cottages and lanes running between walls
of loosely piled stones. Sintra is quiet and, in some respects,
very English. Above it is the Serra da Sintra, a pile of grey rocks
and trees, looking higher than it really is, misty at the summit
even in summertime, a sample in itself of the extraordinary variety
of vegetation that is to be found almost everywhere in the northern
hill country of Portugal.
Yet another Portugal, one which was occupied by the Moors
for fully 500 years, is met in the Alemtejo, the biggest of the six
traditional provinces. Nowhere else have the peasants a greater
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